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Laſt Good- night: 


Declaring how he and his eight-ſcore Men fought a bloody Battle at 
EDINBURCG H. 


S there never a man in fair Scotland, Obo John look'd over his ſhoulder, 
1 from the higheſt rank to the loweſt degree, and to his merry men thus ſaid he, 
That can 1 the king, [ have aſked grace at a graceleſs face, 
the world's ſo full of tieachery ? no pardon here for you or me; 
Yes there's Long = e ve Then John pull'd out a ſhining lx ord, 
and Jobn Armſtrong they do him call; and it was made of metal free; 
He has no lands nor rents coming in | Had not the king mov'd his feet as he did, 
yet keeps eight ſcore men in his hall, John had taken his head from his body. 
He has horſe — War E them all, | Come follow me my merry men all, 
and goodly ſteeds that be milk white | | we will ſcorn one foot to flee. 

And goodly belts about their necks, It ſhall ne'er be ſaid we were hang'd like dogs, 
with hats and feathers all alike. no, we'll fight it out moſt manfully. 
The king he wrote a loving letter, | Then they fought on like champions, bold, 

with his own hand fo tenderly, | for their hearts were ſturdy ſtout and free, 
And ſent it to Jobn Armſtrong, Till they had kill'd all the king's guard 
to come and ſpeak with him ſpeedily, there was none left alive but only three, 
When John be looked the letter upon, And then roſe up all Edinburgh. 
then he was as blyth a bird on a tree: they roſe up by thouſands three : 
I was never before the king in my life, Thea a cowardly man came John behind. 
my father and grandfather, none of us three; and run him thro? the fair body. | 
But we * go — — king, ** 7 3 my wy men all, 
we will go moſt valiantly; | ma little hurt I am not ſlain; 
© Ye ſhall every one have a velvet cap, I'll lay me down and bleed a while, 
laid on with golden laces three, - | then I'll riſe and fight with you again. 
And ye ſhall all have ſcarlets cloaks, They fought-on like mad men all, 
laid on with blver laces five; till many a man lay dead on the plain 
With golden belts about your necks, For they were reſolved before they would yield 
and hats and feathers all alike, | that every man ſhould"there be ſlain ; 
But when John _ m=—_ ex knock - hall, 80 there mo 193-4 — x 
the wind blew hard and ſore did rain; till moſt of them lay dead and ſtain. 
Now fare you well you Guild-knock-hall, But little Muſgrave that was the foot-page, 

I fear I'll ne'er fee you again. with his bonny Griſſel got away untane. 
Now John he is to Edinburgh gone, But when he came to Guild-knock-hall, 
ee. | wi eee fule 2 

nd each of them on a milk white ſteed, at news, what news, my little page, 
with bucklers and ſwords hanging down to their | what news from your maſter and company? 
But when John came the king before, (knee. | My news is bad, my lady, he faid, 
with his eight ſcore men ſo gallant to ſee; which I do bring as you may ſee, 
My maſter John Armſtrong is flain, 


The king he mov'd his bonnet to bim, | 
- he thought he had been a knight as well as he. | and all his gallant company. 


O pardon, pardon, my ſovereign liege, Yet thou art welcome home my bonny Griſſel; 
pardon for my eight ſcore men and me; | - full oft thou haſt fed at the corn and hay, 
For my namt is John Armſtrong, But now thou ſhall be fed with corn and wine, 
a ſubject of yours my liege, ſaid he, 75 and thy fides ſhall be ſpurr d no more I ſay · 

Away with thee thou falſe traitor, Up then beſpake his little ſoo, 
no pardon will give to thee : | as he ſat on his nurſe's knee; 
But to morrow before eight of the clock It ever Ilive to be a man, | | 


Tu hang they eight ſcore men and the. my father's death teveng'd ſhall be. 
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